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SCENE VI
At the outskirts of Tirukkovalur. Next morning.
People: Woe-begone we are.
Our King is killed. We shall sack the culprit. And all his births. We shall dog his steps. Siva Siva Siva Siva/
(A ripe coconut falls from a tree on the wayside, in front of the Vinayakar temple with a thud.)
Sitpura: Woe is me.
I have come seeking rly King. He is gone; The people wail
(Children clamour for the coconut) (Children sing)
O, children.
Hey! That is a very ripe one;to sleep,
